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Chapter One 


ITIO, Devon. 


The Hermitage proved to be exactly the sort of retreat from the world that Ritchie Blackmore had been 
needing. He got to be alone with his thoughts, wading through knee-deep grass and communing with the spirits 
of his ancestors. He liked to stand with his hands on his hips and look back at the forlorn house nestled in the 


windswept hills, while contemplating the burden of his own soul. 
"Ol, BLACKERS!" 


Ritchie ground his teeth together. His idyll was shattered by the appearance of lan Gillan tromping up the hill, 


waving a bottle of cider. 


"You have to try this! Roger just brought the bottle -- ‘ey!" lan noticed the acoustic guitar in Ritchie's arms. 


"Are you hiding out here, practicing your ‘hey nonny nonny' music again?" 


‘It's called neoclassical," Ritchie spat. "Or it will be once I've invented it" 


lan tilted his head to the side, his abundant locks of dark hair tumbling about in a manner Ritchie was loath to 


admit was fetching. “Blackers, you're so weird" 
Ritchie glowered at him. "Why aren't you off getting pissed with Roger instead of bothering me?" 


"Roger is off being a dirty hippie," said lan amiably. "He ate some special mushrooms and is contemplating the 


universe." lan wrinkled his nose. "I'm not one for mushrooms. They grow on piles of shite." 


Ritchie's mood was well and truly ruined. He gathered his guitar and all his little fetishes and stomped off back 
toward the Hermitage. lan trailed after him, pausing to stoop and pick up something. "Blackers, you forgot 
something!" he called after him. 


Not bothering to acknowledge lan, Ritchie continued on inside the house. The Hermitage was very big, and had a 
way of seeming empty even when inhabited by an entire rock and roll band and their various girlfriends. lan's 


voice echoed off the walls as he followed Ritchie up to his room. "You'll be right cross if you lose your little 


trinket." 


"This -- is not -- a trinket!" said Ritchie, finally turning on his heel and attempting to snatch the object from 
lan's hand. "It is a talisman from West Africa, and it contains great power. Not that an unlettered oaf like 
yourself could appreciate something like this." 


Suddenly obstinate, lan hung onto the talisman. The poor thing was tugged back and forth between them. "It 


looks like a little dried-up animal," said lan. 
"It is a little dried-up animal," Ritchie told him. "Get of fl" 


‘lm not the fool you think | am," lan said. "Just once, | wish | could see things from your perspective. Live 


inside your mind, and you live in mine. Bring you right down to earth." 
"And | wish | knew what it was like to be bullheaded Big lan Gillan!" shouted Ritchie, giving him a mighty heave. 


At that moment, a thunderclap shook the room, though there had been no storm-warning; the bottle of cider 
fell from lan's hand and broke upon the floor. Both men fell backward, knocked off their feet by a force neither 


had seen nor could put a name to. 
"Oh, my head," moaned lan. He sat up, rubbing his temples in misery. 


"Something's wrong," said Ritchie. He put out his hands before him. "These aren't my hands, they're -- oh God 


-- they're your hands!" He looked on lan in horror. "You're me! You're in my body!" 


lan yelped and flattened himself against the wall. Sitting before him was his own body, his own self. He patted 
at his face, finding an unfamiliar nose and chin, then craned this way and that, to see that he was wearing 


Ritchie's clothing. 


"This can't be happening!" Ritchie was disconsolate. "The magic's gone rogue!" 


Chapter Two 


lan-in-Ritchie's body let out a shrill cry, then began slapping himself in the face. 
"What are you doing?" yelled Ritchie-in-lan's body. "Stop that at once!" 


‘lm trying to wake up from this nightmare." lan looked in the mirror again and wailed, "It's not working, l'm still 


youl" He smacked himself again in the face. 


"Stop that before you damage me," Ritchie told him, catching lan by the wrist and giving him a bit of a shake. 


"This isn't a nightmare. We've got ourselves into some kind of magical mix-up." 
"Change us back," said lan, as though it were that simple. 
"| don't know how," confessed Ritchie. 


"Well, think of something! | can't go through life like this." lan indicated Ritchie's body. "I've not been this short 


since | began Year Nine." 


‘I'm as distressed as you, perhaps more," Ritchie told him. "I can't be trapped forever in your big oafish body 
with your thick, graceless oafish fingers." 


"Oh, piss off" 

Ritchie went to make a rude gesture by cupping his crotch in response, but stopped short. His brows 
furrowed. His eyes went wide. He stuffed his hands into his trousers. "Cor, you've been hiding this horse cock 
of yours all this time?" 

"Goddamn you, Blackers!" lan was horrified by the sight of Ritchie pawing at his -- lans -- privates. 

"This is bloody absurd," said Ritchie in wonderment. "I mean, it'd be one thing if it were merely proportionate to 
your size, but this is absurd. How do you keep from going unconscious from lack of blood to the brain every 
time you get a stiffy?" As though to test this hypothesis, he gave it a squeeze. 

"Get your filthy hands off my cock," snarled lan. 


"What is going on up there, you two?!" Jon Lord boomed at them from where he stood on the landing of the 
stairs. 


lan and Ritchie gave one another frantic looks. "NOTHING!" they called out in unison, 


"We're writing lyrics for the new album," lan said. 


"Yes, about his stonker--" Ritchie started to say, before lan stepped on his foot and shut him up. Ritchie 
howled. 


Jon rolled his eyes and carried on with whatever he was doing before the commotion from Ritchie's room 


drew his attention. lan quickly slammed the door and turned on Ritchie. 
"You'll have to find a way to fix this, and quickly," lan told him. 


Ritchie hopped about on one foot, rubbing at the injured toes. At least he'd stopped coaxing an erection from 
lan's inordinately large cock. "I would if | could," Ritchie gritted out from between his teeth. 


lan picked up the talisman from where it'd fallen on the floor. "Can't we just make a wish to undo this?" 


"| think we need to make a new ore," said Ritchie. "These things have a logic of their own And magic takes 
knowledge, and time." 


"We don't have any time!" lan was bereft. "We're supposed to be writing and recording a new album. How are 
you going to sing?!" Ritchie was well known for his inability to hold a note. It didn't help that he and lan got into 
so many onstage fights, that Ritchie automatically flinched away from a microphone. He'd been conditioned to 
expect the thing to come swinging at his face. 

‘I've got your voice now, don't |?" said Ritchie. 

"And no idea how to use it. Its like handing you an instrument you've never learnt to play. You'll probably blow 
out my poor vocal cords." lan groaned. "And | can play guitar, but | can't play like bloody Ritchie Blackmore! 
Everyone's going to know something's wrong.’ 

"Don't touch my guitar," said Ritchie. 

"Don't touch my cock!" retorted lan 

"Well, how am | to piss?" Ritchie felt smug at the look on lan's face. 

| suppose you can take it out for a piss, but put it right back," said lan 


"Or what?" 


"Or I'l -- fll --" Inspiration struck lan. "Or I'll play with your nipples and make them hard and pointy and walk 
around like that in front of everyone." 


Ritchie gasped in horror. "You wouldn't dare!" 


"Oh, wouldn't |?" said lan, rubbing at his (well, Ritchie's) nipples through his shirt, as though to prove his point. 
The nipples perked up, straining against the fabric of the shirt. 


"You win this round, Gillan," hissed Ritchie in a tone that promised that this wasn't over, not by a long shot. 


Chapter Three 


"Oil We'll have to stay in one another's rooms," said lan. "Ill not be able to sleep at night, with your little idols 
and musty old books everywhere." Just the thought made him feel as though he was to break into hives. 


"Try reading one," Ritchie told him dryly. "That's what books are for. Imagine that, Gillan, they're not just 
things to be thrown at a boffin's head" 


"Hah. Hah. Hah." lan mocked him. "This predicament couldn't come at a worse time. My girlfriend is due back 


tomorrow, she's bound to know something's wrong." 


Ritchie cringed He and Zoe were water and oil -- not meant to mix. The thought of being stuck with her was 


excruciating. "What am | to do with her?" 
"Give her a shag?" suggested lan. “That's what we spend most of our time together doing.” 


"I'd rather get the croup than shag your girlfriend," said Ritchie. He ran a hand through lan's hair. "I'll tell her 


I've become a homosexual all of a sudden" 

"Don't you dare!" 

Ritchie laughed at him. "I've got better things to do than Zoe. Like conniving a way out of this predicament. 
This will take a special kind of magic." He selected a book from his shelf and dug through his things, gathering 
ingredients for a potion or spell. Perhaps even a seance -- he could call upon the wisdom of the ancients. 

"Go throw some eye of newt in a cauldron and call me when you're ready," lan told him. "I don't want to spend 
more than one night in your bedroom that's haunted by the souls of forsaken children, with only your guitar 
for company. Make yourself useful, banjo-player.” 

"Wretch!" snarled Ritchie. 


"Boffin," retorted lan, stepping in close so that their noses pressed together. 


Ritchie was cross-eyed with fury. "I want to come on your dickl.. | meant.. err, come on, you dick!" He shoved 


lan aside and stomped out into the hallway. 
"Your Freudian slip is showing," lan called after him. 


Ritchie slammed the door to lan's room. 


Chapter Four 


lan stretched and yawned, and gave a wiggle of his toes before he remembered where he was: in Ritchie 


Blackmore's bedroom and his consciousness trapped inside Ritchie's body. 

Drat, thought lan. Why must my dreams be so banal, and my woking life so peculiar? He sat up in the bed and 
noticed something else. "Oh, hullo!" A raging hard-on awaited him in his underpants, or should he say, Ritchie's 
underpants. lan was rather charmed. It was always a delight to find that Ritchie was not as bloodless as he 
pretended to be; he had the same desires and impulses as other men Catching his lower lip between his teeth, 
lan shoved a hand into his underpants. Ritchie's cockhead was soft, leaking a little precum, and very ready to 


get off. A couple strokes quickly brought him to full hardness. 


In lan's room, Ritchie was awoken in rather a different way. He woke with a yelp as someone bit his ear and 


purred, "It's me, lover." 


Ritchie yelped; then he rolled over and saw Zoe, and yelped again. Rather put out, Zoe pouted at him. "Aren't 
ye'P yelpea ag P P 
you glad to see me? I've been gone three long days." 


"Ah..." Ritchie was at a loss for words. 
Zoe snuggled up to him. "Don't you want to make love to me? I've never had to ask before." 


Recalling his plan from earlier, Ritchie told her, "I can't make love to you. I've become a homosexual all of a 
sudden" 


Zoe gaped at him. "Really? With who?!" 

Ritchie seized on the first person that came to mind. "Err, Roger." 

"Oh my god!" cried Zoe. Her eyes lit up. "Can | watch?" 

Back in Ritchie's room, lan was straining towards an eye-watering release. His hips were pumping, his hand flew 
on his cock, and he couldn't help but let out little grunts of pleasure as he was about to--- a rapping at the 
door interrupted the moment. 

"Open the bloody door!" demanded Ritchie in lan's voice. 

‘I'm busy right now!" shouted lan in Ritchie's voice. The moment wasn't utterly ruined, he could still climax--- 


"Are you masturbating in there?!" yelled Ritchie in a disbelieving tone. 


"Nol" lied lan. 


"Let him be, for God's sake," said Zoe. 


"What is all this racket?" asked Jon Lord, who was standing in the doorway to his room. his sleepy-eyed wife 
Judith peered over his shoulder. 


Ritchie banged on the door to his own room. "He's masturbating in there, and Zoe wants to watch me make 


love to Roger." 

"What?" said Jon 

"What?!" said lan, who was still locked in Ritchie's room, cock in hand. 

"What?" said Roger, opening the door to his own room. "Did someone call my name?" 

"Make love to me, Roger," said Ritchie. If this was what it Took to get out of shagging Zoe, so be it. 
"Why should |?" Roger asked, scratching at the back of his head. 

"So | can watch," said Zoe. 

"Why would you want to watch that?" asked Jon, looking from Zoe to Roger to Ritchie-in-lan's-body. 
"She's high," said Ritchie. Zoe smacked him. 

Jon yelled at Roger, "Have you been mixing hash into the cookie dough again?" 


"What," said Ritchie dumbly. Roger had the grace to look ashamed, then he quickly opened the hallway window 


and climbed out. Jon stuck his head out the window to continue yelling at him. 
"When you and Roger make love, is he on top?" Zoe asked Ritchie. 


‘Certainly not the other way ‘round. You've seen this horse cock in my trousers, do you think Roger could take 


this?" Ritchie shook his head. 


A low groan let everyone know that lan had, at last, finished. Ritchie rapped his knuckles upon the door. 
"Bastard! You better not have ruined my sheets." 


Chapter Five 


lan unlatched the door to Ritchie's bedroom and swung it open, facing the others with what can only be 


described as an utterly smug expression. 
“These pipes.. are clean," he said grandly. 


"Ugh!" spat Ritchie. He turned on his heel and stomped off down the stairs, nearly colliding with lan Paice and 
his girlfriend Wendy as they entered the Hermitage, bags of groceries filling their arms. 


"What's got into him?" Paicey wondered aloud. "Gillan is acting odd all of a sudden" 
"However can you tell?" Jon Lord asked him drily. 


"The intense sexual tension is getting to him," suggested lan, still slouching in Ritchie's doorway. He lit a 
cigarette and took a long drag. 


"What sexual tension?" asked Paicey unwisely. 
"The sexual tension between him and |," explained lan. "He needs me, in the worst way." 
Paicey pulled a face. 


Zoe, still not over her failure to see her boyfriend and Roger in bed together, crossed her arms and huffed. 
"This is the worst day ever!" 


lan wanted to invite her to bed with him, but being that he was in Ritchie's body, he knew that any such 
suggestion would earn him a slap. He let her retreat back to the bedroom she and he had shared, then ambled 
off in search of Ritchie. 

Ritchie was sitting at the table, a cup of tea in hand. When he saw lan, he actually hissed at him. 


"Don't be so cross, old man," lan told him. He never let an opportunity pass him by to tease Ritchie for being a 
few months older than him. 


‘Old man! You're in my body, so you're the ‘old man’ now," Ritchie said. "Anyway, you should pray to age as 
well as |. I'm like a fine wine.” 


"Best laid at an angle in a dark cellar?" 


Ritchie threw his tea in his face. Fortunately, it was not hot anymore; lan wiped it away while laughing. 


The sound of his laughter drifted upstairs. Jon Lord shivered and said to his wife Judith, "By god, | think 
Ritchie's laughing." 


"Goodness, either he's gone mad or we have," said Judith. 


Chapter Six 


lan followed Ritchie up to his room -- Ritchie's room, that is. “Bugger off," said Ritchie as he began to angrily 
tear through his belongings, looking for something. 


lan made himself at home on the bed. "Ah, this brings back memories," he said fondly, patting the mattress. 
Ritchie produced a cauldron -- an honest-to-God cauldron -- and began throwing things into it over his 
shoulder as he rooted through his artifacts and fetishes and little jars of dried roots and mummified animal 
parts. "| can't believe you wanked off in here," grumbled Ritchie, more to himself than to lan "In my body! With 
my cock! When | get my body back, I'll never feel clean again’ 

"Oh, come now, its my cock. Technically speaking." 

"Never!" Ritchie flung something into the cauldron that produced a puff of blue, foul-smelling smoke. "And 
after I'm given explicit instructions not to touch your horse cock for any longer than absolutely necessary for 


a piss! Dirty bastard, your girlfriend was waiting in bed for you while you wank my cock" 


lan scoffed. "That doesn't count as cheating on my girlfriend. It's like one performing oral sex on a groupie 
backstage, that doesn't count as cheating, either." 


"Yes, it does, lan!" Ritchie yelled in exasperation. "Performing oral sex on groupies is cheating!" 
Frowning, lan said, "Are you quite sure?" 

"Yes, lm sure!" 

A concerned look came over lan's face. His eyes flitted from side to side. "Oh, shite." 


Ritchie waved his hands over the cauldron, saying an incantation. The cauldron began to steam and bubble. 


"Please let this spell work," Ritchie pleaded with the heavens. "I can't bear another moment in this bastard's 


body." 

lan watched the bubbling cauldron with some concern. "We aren't going to have to drink that, are we?" 
Ritchie inhaled and blew the top layer of white smoke from the top of the cauldron. He chanted louder. More 
and more smoke poured into the room, entirely obscuring their visions. lan waded through the smoke, waving 
his hands before him, trying to feel his way to Ritchie. "Blackers, where are you-- uff" They collided and fell 


into a sad pile. 


"Get off me, you oaf," grunted Ritchie. 


As the smoke began to lift, lan asked hopefully, "Did it work? Am | me and you, you?" 
"Blast it!" said Ritchie, as soon as he could see lan's face again "It didn't work!" 


lan coughed and said, "Well, you successfully filled your room with noxious smoke. Where am | to sleep tonight, 
hmm?" 


Chapter Seven 


Ritchie and lan stomped out of Ritchie's bedroom, both coughing and waving smoke out of their faces. "Oh 
bother," said lan, in a tone that suggested that it wasn't much of a bother at all. "I suppose we'll have to 
share a room tonight, old chap!" 

"Over my dead body," said Ritchie. He ran to Roger's door and pounded on it. "Roger, let me in!" 

Roger's muffled voice came through the keyhole. "No!" 


"I need to sleep with you tonight, its urgent," pleaded Ritchie. 


Ritchie could hear the sound of furniture scraping across the floor, then bumping up against the door. "Are 


you barricading yourself in there?!" he yelled through the keyhole. 
‘lm not letting you in," said Roger. "If | do, you'll bugger me." 
Ritchie turned from Roger's door in a huff. "Rude," he said under his breath. 


lan looked as though he were trying heroically to repress hysterical laughter. "Come then, it's nearly dusk and 


we've neither eaten or written a single note or lyric." 

They opted to let Ritchie's room air out and see if it were inhabitable later. lan and Ritchie ventured 
downstairs to find Paicey, his girlfriend Wendy, Jon's wife Judith, and Zoe hard at work in the kitchen. Zoe took 
one look at Ritchie and stuck her nose in the air. "| hope you don't think you'll be sleeping with me tonight," she 
told him. "Because you won't. Don't even think about it” 


The very thought sent a chill up Ritchie's spine. He sneered at her over the table and said, "You've done me a 


small mercy." 

lan caught his eye and then deliberately reached into his own shirt (Ritchie favored men's shirts with deep V- 
neck collars, all the better to display as much man-cleavage as possible) and gave his nipple a tweak. The 
outline of the nipple poked through the thin material of the shirt, all but taunting Ritchie. 

Ritchie bit into a carrot with a loud crunch. 

"Blackers, what's got into you?" Paicey said to lan. "Stop playing with your ripples at the dinner table." 


"Just giving him a thrill," said lan, winking at Ritchie evilly. 


Judy threw her fork down with a grunt of disgust. "There goes my appetite." 


Ritchie tried to kick lan under the table, but as he still wasn't used to lar's longer legs, he missed and kicked 
Jon. "Blast it, Gillan!" Jon yelled at him. "What has got into you?" 


"Clearly Roger, not that I've got to watch," grumbled Zoe. 

"I was trying to kick him," Ritchie told Jon 

"That's no better! Stop beating up your bandmates," Jon told him. 

"Well, if he'd stop being such a tart!" protested Ritchie, even as lan began lasciviously licking his spoon clean 
"That's it," announced Wendy, as she stood up from the table. "I'm off to bed. Come along, Paicey." 
Obediently, Paicey abandoned his half-eaten dinner and followed her upstairs. 

"Has anyone seen Roger?" Jon wondered aloud. 

"He's locked himself in his room, saying that I'll bugger him," Ritchie said. 


That was the last straw for Zoe. "We're through!" she said, pointing a finger at Ritchie, before leaving her own 


plate and running upstairs and locking herself in lan's bedroom. 
"Looks like we're both out of a room, then," sighed lan. 
Ritchie and lan left the table (leaving poor Jon and Judith to wash everyone's plates) and went to check on 


Ritchie's bedroom. To their relief, the smoke had mostly cleared. "Well, good night then," said lan jovially, 
shutting the door in Ritchie's face. 


Ritchie tried to sleep on the old chaise lounge in the hallway. He quickly discovered that lan's body was much 
too long to fit on it; his legs dangled off and he was contorted in an impossible manner. Sleep escaped him. He 
considered knocking on lan's door and trying to get Zoe to let him in, but he knew if she did, she'd want him to 
shag her. That was too much for his shattered nerves. So he steeled himself and knocked on his own bedroom 


door. 
lan peeked out at him. "Oh, | thought you said you'd share a room with me over your dead body?" 
Ritchie sucked his teeth. "Death is taking longer to claim me than | thought." 


lan opened the door to him. "You're fortunate l'm so forgiving!" 


Chapter Eight 


Though he'd rather die than admit it, Ritchie found it a comfort to be back in his own bedroom. He'd missed 
his bed, his trinkets and books, all the little things that belonged to him. 


His body above all. 


Ritchie's body, currently piloted by one lan Gillan, was wrapped around Ritchie. When they'd gone to bed, lan had 
insisted on being the ‘big spoon’, despite the fact that Ritchie's body was quite a bit smaller than lan's body. 
The spectacle would've been quite amusing to any onlookers. lan snored softly in his sleep, his breath tickling 


the back of Ritchie's neck 
Ritche had awoke in the middle of the night because he had a.. problem. 


A big, hard, throbbing problem. The cock between his legs -- Gillan's legs -- however you wanted to call it -- 
had swelled to full hardness. And it insisted on being attended to. 


Ritchie wiggled a bit, dislodging his arm from lar's grip and turning a bit more onto his side. It took some doing, 
but he got his hand into his shorts and, with some trepidation, took the problem in hand. 


He'd never been that fond of wanking, and wanking with his arch-nemesis in bed next to him was surely proof 


that Ritchie had done some great wrong in a past life. A minute in, and he wasn't even sure if he could climax 


from this. Blast, blast, blast-- 


"You're doing it wrong," mumbled a sleepy-sounding lan. "Here, let me show you.." And a hand slipped ‘round 


Ritchie's hip and into his shorts. 
Ritchie let out a high-pitched squeak. 


"That's better, innit?" lan asked him. Ritchie didn't even have to look at him to know he had a smug look on his 
face. lan's hand expertly stroked him, getting every pleasure spot up the shaft, on the head, and back down to 
the base. Of course he knows what to do, this is his cock after all, thought Ritchie. 


lan prodded at him with his other hand, and Ritchie reluctantly sat up, letting lan maneuver them into a new 
position: lan sitting behind him, bare legs sticking out on either side of Ritchie, Ritchie sitting practically in lan's 


lap so that lan could reach around and give him what he needed. 


"This is really a bit sick," said Ritchie aloud, even as tremors of pleasure made him shake and tremble. "You're 


me and l'm you and you're... oh!" 


"You're not the only one with clever fingers," lan rasped. Ritchie in his throes of passion was leaning back onto 


him, nearly crushing him with his bigger body, but lan was into it. He kissed and licked and nipped at the back 


of Ritchie's neck, nosing his way through the long hair. 


Ritchie wailed; this would not have been a problem except he was using lar's vocal cords, and lan could wail like 


a demon from hell. "Shut up," said lan, mercilessly working away at Ritchie's cock to make him wail even louder. 


His climax hit Ritchie, hard He stiffened, cursed, then screamed as he came. lan pumped him, coaxing jet after 


jet of come from him. 


"What in the blazes--" said someone from just outside the door, and neither man could do anything in the split 
second between hearing that voice and the door being flung open. 


Jon Lord gawked at them. 
"You forgot to lock the door!" lan said to Ritchie. 
Ritchie moaned as he finished coming. 


Jon took a moment to process what he was seeing, then smacked his hands to his cheeks and let out a blood- 


curdling scream. 
"Oh, bollocks," said lan. 


Footsteps down the hall, and in a moment Jon's wife Judy was at his side. "Darling," she said breathlessly, 


"what's wro-- oh my god!" 
"Shut the door!" screeched Ritchie, having just now the presence of mind to speak again. 


"What's happening?" asked a sleepy sounding Zoe as she, too, appeared at the door. Upon seeing what had Jon 
and Judy screaming, she stamped her foot and shouted, "I've missed it again! Bastards!" 


"You'll wake the whole house, woman!" said Ritchie, scrambling to pull some sheets up to hide his nakedness. lan 
privately thought they should all have known something was truly wrong right then -- since when was lan 
Gillan shy about being seen in the raw? 


"You were -- they were--" Jon let out another scream and ran down the stairs and out the front door, still 


screaming. 


Paicey and Wendy came bursting out their room at that, but fortunately, Paicey wasn't wearing his eyeglasses. 
Unfortunately, Wendy had perfect vision, and quickly described the scene to him. 


Roger Glover left his room to see what all the noise was about. Once he saw that the women were uninjured 
and that it was only lan and Ritchie naked in a bed together, he padded to the kitchen, filled a glass of water, 


and retreated to his own bedroom without saying a word. 


Chapter Nine 


Suffice it to say, no one in The Hermitage was getting any sleep that night. 
Ritchie was in a bit of a snit; in his desperation to resolve their problem, he was stomping around the room, 


assembling his icons and candles and drawing the shape of a pentagram on the floor in readiness to contact the 


unseen spirits of another world. lan lounged on the bed, irritatingly nonchalant about it all. 

"Come now, Blackers, what advice are some dusty old ghosts going to give us that'll be worth a damn?" asked 
lan. "They're dead! Even if you do summon some old ghost, what are they going to tell us? Eh? All about the 
time Admiral Nelson took a piss in a chamberpot in this very room?" 

"There are forces at work in this world that are beyond your ken," said Ritchie haughtily. He lit some candles, 
dimmed the lights, and began a chant. "I summon thee!" Ritchie intoned as the candles blazed around him like 


hellfire. "Reveal thy knowledge! Tell us the secret of becoming our own selves once morel!" 


Before lan and Ritchie's astonished eyes, words began to etch themselves on the wooden floor, within a circle 


of powder spread there. 

YOU MUST BECOME AS ONE. YOU MUST HAVE KNOWLEDGE OF ONE ANOTHER. 

"Oh, the blokes wot own the place aren't going to like this burned into their floor one bit," said lan. 

Ritchie shushed him furiously. "The ancients have spoken! We must discern the meaning of what they've said.. 

we must have knowledge of one another. Perhaps they mean that, before we can return to our proper bodies, 
you must obtain true understanding of me, and |, of you. A deeper, spiritual, intellectual, merging of the minds." 


"Ugh, how boring," moaned lan. 


More words appeared on the floor. CARNAL KNOWLEDGE YOU MUST KNOW ONE ANOTHER BIBLICALL Y. 
EROTICALL Y. 


"What the fuck!" said Ritchie, outraged. "What kind of bloody perverts are these ghosts?" 
"No, no, go on," said lan, who's attention was piqued. 


But the ghosts had seemingly said their peace. In the aftermath, Ritchie was silent for some moments. At last 
he said, "Well. That was not the response | was expecting." 


lan, who was in the nude once again, flung himself back on the bed, spread his legs, and said, "AIl right, how are 
we doing this, then?" 


"You are entirely too eager to be ravished by me," Ritchie told him. "Anyway, | am absolutely not doing this. | 
want my own body back in usable condition, which it certainly won't be if | let your horse cock anywhere near 


my arse." 


"Oh, so I'll be on top?" lan found the concept agreeable. "It's a bit odd, shagging myself, but needs must." He 
didn't seem nearly as put out as one ought to be at the thought of having sexual intercourse with Ritchie in 


his body. If anything, he seemed downright giddy. 


Ritchie fell silent again, then said, "| need chemical enhancement if l'm to go through with this." He jumped to 
his feet, turned on the lights, and went digging through his vials and potions. 


"Chemical enhancement?" lan had never known Ritchie to partake of anything stronger than whisky. "You're 
about to shag me on the advice of some dead old pervert, and you need to be high to do it?" 


"I don't mean that hippie nonsense that Roger likes," said Ritchie, holding up a tiny bottle. "This is a powerful 
aphrodisiac that | purchased from a levitating swami in London." 


lan squinted at it. "It looks like a bottle of vanilla extract.” 


"Well, it's not, all right?" Ritchie said tersely. "Now come, it's too bitter to drink straight. We'll have to cut it 
with liquor to mask the taste." 


lan followed Ritchie downstairs to the kitchen, where they unlocked the liquor cabinet. "Must we drink this Love 
Potion #9 to go to bed together?" lan asked, picking up the tiny bottle and shaking it a little. "You liked it well 


enough, what | was doing to you earlier this evening.” 


Ritchie colored with embarrassment. "| don't want to talk about that!" He stuck his head in the liquor cabinet 


agai n. 


Feeling cheeky, lan slipped the bottle of aphrodisiac into the cabinet with baking supplies, while palming a nearly 
identical bottle of vanilla extract. Ritchie poured two glasses of liquor and then intoned solemnly, "Now add a 


single drop of the aphrodisiac to each. Carefull Not too much! It is potent." 


Heroically restraining a giggle, lan shook a single droplet of vanilla extract into each glass. They locked eyes. 
Each took his glass and gulped it down. "Quickly!" said Ritchie. "To the bedroom, before the... effects.. take hold 


of us." He ran for the stairs, lan on his heels, giggling into the crook of his elbow the entire way. 


Chapter Ten 


They didn't even make it up the stairs before Ritchie whirled around, grasped two handfuls of lan's shirts, and 
ripped it open Buttons went flying in all directions. 


| need you now, in the worst way!" Ritchie said in a breathy voice. Privately, lan wondered if he always had 
such a sleazy look on his face when in the throes of passion, or if it was just when Ritchie was in control of 


his body. God, he hoped it was the latter. 


He took Ritchie in his arms and attempted to give him a kiss he'd remember forever. This was rather more 
awkward than expected; for one thing, lan being in Ritchie's body, he was shorter than he was accustomed to 
being, and coupled with Ritchie standing on a stair above him, their height difference was so extreme that 
they first bumped noses, then teeth. Ritchie had to grab lan under the armpits and sort of bodily haul him up 


to his level. 


Their knees buckled and they lay across the stairs, their hands wandering here and there as they kissed. 
Ritchie was a thrilling kisser, lan discovered -- he would suck lan's tongue, bite his lower lip, kiss him so deeply 
and passionately that it was almost as though he were trying to suck the life out of him. Knowing Ritchie, he 


may have been 

Still, lan was rather enjoying their foreplay, even with their precarious position on the stairs. Making out with 
Ritchie in his own body ought to have felt stranger than it did, but lan decided that if Ritchie weren't 
concerned with it, he wouldn't be, either. 

They pulled apart for just a moment as lan tried to tug Ritchie's shirt off. It got stuck over Ritchie's head and 
he had his arms in the air and fabric over his face as lan tried to free him. "Umph!" protested Ritchie. But 
again, as soon as he was free they fell into one another's arms. 

"Ritchie," moaned lan. 

Ritchie moaned in response. 


"Ritchie! This staircase is killing my back!" lan compelled him to follow him to the bedroom. 


"The aphrodisiac is more powerful than | dared imagine," said Ritchie as lan locked the door to the bedroom. 


"I'm aflame with passion. I've never felt like this before." 
lan tittered quietly to himself. 
He turned to find Ritchie fetching something from beneath the bed: a little box, nondescript in every way. lan 


made a soft sound of inquiry, and Ritchie gave him a smug look. He popped open the lid on the box and dumped 
the contents on the bed. Lube, handcuffs, condoms, a blindfold, a riding crop, and a set of nipple clamps fell out. 


lan was speechless. 


Downstairs, the Hermitage was stirring. Judith, Wendy, and Zoe gathered in the kitchen to complain about the 


men's antics and console themselves with baked goods. 


"I just don't see how my relationship with lan can possibly survive," said Zoe. "He's not once made love to Roger 


or Ritchie where | could see!" 

"That's just deplorable,” said Judith soothingly. 

Wendy offered them both a taste from her wooden spoon. 

Zoe licked her lips and said, "It needs more vanilla extract." 

"I think you're right," said Wendy, opening the cabinet and taking out a tiny bottle. She added a few drops and 
then went back to stirring her cookie dough. "Well, all | can say is that I'm glad Paicey has stayed out of the 
madness so far. l'm not sure what's going on around here." 

"Do you think the house is cursed?" wondered Judith. "That would explain lan and Ritchie's queer behavior." 
From upstairs, a loud, masculine moan of pleasure could be heard The three women looked at each other. 

"| think that was lan," said Zoe. 

Another moan was heard, followed by a cry. 

"And that's Ritchie," said Wendy as she popped the cookies into the oven to bake. 

Sometime later, lan Paice ventured downstairs, too disturbed by the cries of pleasure coming from Ritchie's 
room to bear to stay on the second floor anymore. He found a despondent-looking Jon Lord sitting at the 
kitchen table, stuffing cookies into his mouth. 


"What's the matter, old chap?" Paicey asked, joining Jon at the table. 


"They've been at it for hours,” sighed Jon. Paicey patted him on the back and took a cookie for himself. "I can't 


sleep, | can't write music. | can't even find Judith or the other girls," Jon went on. 
‘I've not seen Roger all morning either," said Paicey. "Perhaps he's fled the premises altogether." 


"If he has, he's the only one with any sense left at all," said Jon. "Ritchie and lan's racket is maddening. Wouldn't 


any sane persons have orgasmed by now and have done with it?" 


"Christ, these cookies are good," said Paicey, cramming another in his mouth. 

"I think Wendy baked these," said Jon. "I came down to find half a pan of them cooling on the stovetop. | 
suppose the girls ate the other half." Something strange seemed to come over Jon He sat bolt upright and his 
eyebrows rose, giving him a rather astonished expression. 


Paicey, who was feeling a bit hot around the collar, gulped. "Jon, are you -- feeling what I'm feeling?" 


"This is unprecedented," said Jon. He couldn't take his eyes off Paicey. "This is wild. Animalistic. Passionate! Un- 
English!" 


Paicey swept everything off the kitchen table and flung himself down. "Make love to me, Jon! Right here!" 
Upstairs, something truly magical was taking place. 


At the moment of greatest pleasure, when his senses were strained to the breaking point and tears sprang to 
the corners of his eyes, lan Gillan was aware that a glorious golden glow was pouring from his body and 
Ritchie's body. 

"Don't stop," Ritchie begged him, as they neared their release. "Its working! The magic is -- oh!" 


"Well said" lan threw his head back, and a moment later, found himself in his body, back where he belonged. 
Ritchie was atop him, inside of him, trembling and wet with sweat and other fluids. 


"Are we ourselves again?" Ritchie couldn't quite believe it. Then he disengaged from lan's body and said, "Never 


mind. | believe it" 


lan was in a state of total relaxation, happy and well-fucked. "That was without a doubt the most unique 


lovemaking I've ever taken part in," he said philosophically. 


As soon as his strength returned enough to walk, Ritchie tugged on his trousers and went downstairs for a 


glass of water. Moments later, he bolted back upstairs. "lan! Jon and Paicey are shagging on the kitchen table!" 
"Ewww!" said lan. "Not the kitchen table! We have to eat off that thing." 


“Something's wrong.” Ritchie was distraught. "This is utterly out of character for both of them." He looked 
through his potions and tonics frantically. "lan -- where is the aphrodisiac?" 


lan went suspiciously quiet. 
"lan?" Ritchie said in a warning tone. 


‘| may have switched it with the vanilla extract," admitted lan. 


"What! And left it in the kitchen cabinet?" 


"I just wanted to prove to you that you didn't need to be out of your mind to make the beast with two backs 


with me," said lan. 
"Youl You--!" Ritchie couldn't even finish his sentence, he was so angry. 


"Come, let us splash them with cold water," suggested lan. "A cold shower always puts me out of the mood for 


love." 

Having no better ideas, they went downstairs, filled a pot with cold water, and dumped it over Jon and Paicey's 
head. It had exactly the desired effect -- Jon and Paicey sputtered, snapped out of their trance, looked one 
another in the eye, and screamed. 

"What's happened to us!" cried Paicey, trying to cover his nude body with the cookie sheet. 

“There's no time for hysterics," said Ritchie. "We must find the girls and Roger and free them from this spell." 
"What spell? And lan, why are you naked?" asked Jon, bewildered. 

"| feel like being naked," said lan, shrugging. 

Jon and Paicey put on their clothes and followed lan and Ritchie upstairs to Roger's room. lan kicked open the 
door, and Ritchie leaped in, flinging another pot of cold water over the writhing figures on Roger's bed. "Have at 


youl" 


Three shrill female voices cried out in dismay. "What's going on!" said Zoe, holding a sopping wet sheet to her 


breast. Judith and Wendy looked shamefacedly at their men, who looked shamefacedly back at them. 


"That was badly done of you," Roger told Ritchie, as he wiped the water from his face. He and the three 


women had been tumbling about on his bed, making a fine mess of things before the disturbance. 
"The cookies had an aphrodisiac in them, you were out of your minds with lust," Ritchie told them. 


"What cookies?" Roger just looked more perplexed. "| never ate any cookies!" 


FIN 


